
Motor Vehicle Enthusiasts Club 

If you find you need more 
information about this 
club or just can’t wait to 
join ring Peet Menzies on 
0417855222. 
GPO Box 911 Darwin 0801 
In Katherine call 89710605 . 
Newsletter enquiries to Ted  
longtelescope@gmail.com 

No 109 

JULY 2016 

HUMPTY DOO

Its officially been called “Darwin to the Doo” but with 
such a fantastic turnout I reckon they can now drop the 
Darwin bit. You could call it the Feral Festival of Mo-
toring or something typically rural. Whatever, it’s a 
great show and you never know what might turn up. I 
nearly missed this neat bike, a mate pointed it out to 

me and then I was so taken with this bike I forgot 
to photograph his neat sidecar outfit which was 
bringing previous owners of similar outfits out of 
the woodwork. But check out this V8 powered sand 
drag bike. Just too cool! 



Remember back in the days 
when 4 cylinders was considered 
pretty cool. Well 8 of em is a 
whole lot cooler especially when 
they are large ones. Notice the 
large nitrous oxide bottle hang-
ing off the left hand side.  
The seat looks like it caters for 
pillions but there don't seem to 
be any pillion footrests. 
That rear tyre is about a foot 
wide. Just cool. 

Something else cool was Spash’s 
Mercury sidewhacker V8. The en-

gine is totally doc-
tored and brand 
new. He just has to 
build his rod around 
it. It is mounted on a 
trailer with straight 
out exhaust pipes 
and is surprisingly 
quiet. Splash didn't 
need much coaxing 
to get him to fire it 
up. The lack of me-
chanical noise from 
these sidevalve  V8’s 
always impress me.  
Spash towed the dis-
play here with his 
totally unrestored 
model A. Impressive 
by itself! 



Darwin to the Doo has been and gone. I had some-
thing else on earlier in the day so was a bit late rolling 
up, and what a surprise. The road was chock a block 
with parked cars well before I could get Taminmin in 
my sights. I figured there must be something else on at 
the community hall down the road. But I figured 
wrong. All these cars had transported spectators to the 
event and when I rolled up at the gate to pay my dollar 
entry, my first thought was “where am I gonna park!” 
The place was chock a block full of cars and motor 
bikes and any space between them was taken up by 
spectators. Luckily for me the event was so well run, 
that a friendly attendant guided me to a beaut spot to 
show off my speedster. Wait ,wait, someone called out 
from the crowd. Don’t take your gear off yet. With that 
a whole bunch of them came over to get a photo of me 
still with my leather coat and flying helmet and gog-
gles. I figured this must be what it’s like to be a film 
star. And I had only just arrived. 
Once I got my driving gear off I could move around 
and check out what was on show. There was all kinds 
of stuff here. Real shiny showroom restored cars, sur-
vivor cars that had managed to escape the ravages of 
time and still be quite presentable 40 or 50 years on. 
There were some totally unrestored but running exam-
ples from the 1920’s that definitely looked their age (a 
bit like good wine, these cars have matured with dis-
tinction and it would be a total shame to tamper with 
them). There were hotrods and there were bikes but I 
am sad to say that I didn’t really get  to see everything 
( or take piccies for you) as this is such a social event 
that I didn’t actually get to do one whole lap (or close 
to it) before everyone had packed up and gone home. 
I just spent too much time exercising the vocal cords, 
but even after just about all the vehicles had gone, it 
was suggested to me to check out the lonely bike 
parked over by yonder building. I did and it had to be 
one of the highlights of the day. A V8 powered sand 
drag bike. And now I had time to click a few photos 
off. Enjoy them. 
And next year be there yourself. You won’t be sorry! 

And all the while in the background the Darwin Brass 
Band  played beaut  music. 

How long since you spied a Fiat Bambino? 



Did you get pulled over when 
you were a young bloke by 
this car. It was a dinkum cop 
car back then. Has all the cop 
options. They probably would 
have given you a ticket for 
having a beer promotion on 
the dash or fluffy dice hanging 
from the rear vision mirror. 



1971 VG VIP 
Valiant. Un-
restored and 
lovely. 318 V8  
The VIP was 4 
inches longer 
than your regu-
lar Valiant and 
this model was 
the first Austra-
lian car to be 
fitted with fac-
tory integrated 
airconditioning. 

Apart from all the beaut cars to 
check out this is also a social 
event where everyone catches 
up with everybody. 

This Holden 1 tonner  tip tray may 
have been designed as a workhorse 
but I get the impression it has out-
grown that title. 



Rocker cover racing was popular… 
Adults and kids get into it... 

Girls too! 



Rejex is a slingoff at the name Redex which was a 
popular brand of upper cylinder  lubricant that ran 
around Australia Trials back in the 1950s. Tough 
stuff!  But the Darwinites at the time decided to hold 
their own rally from Darwin to Katherine and running 
old cars by 1950’s standards. The event was resur-
rected in 1996 but now you can run absolutely any-
thing and from any era. 
 
Rejex’s  format  was a little different this year in that 
it started and finished in Katherine instead of begin-
ning in Darwin and finishing either at Kathe-
rine or Emerald Springs. So the motorkhana 
routines along the way that had previously 
broken up the trip down the track, all hap-
pened at the same place, the old WW2 Man-
bulloo airstrip 10 km west. And to make 
things a bit different there was an observation 
rally on Saturday morning which took us 
around Katherine and to the four points of the 
compass out of town a bit. And the answers 
that were required meant that you had to ei-
ther be a very knowledgeable person, or you 
had to get out of your car and have a good 
look around for the information. For example 
you were asked who was the boss of Trans 
Australia Airlines back in the nineteen hun-
dreds sometime. The answer was to be found 
on a plaque on a wall of the airport terminal where 
the very gentleman had done some deed like declar-
ing an extension of the building open, and the plaque 
was to commemorate that fact. And with 50 odd cars 
heading for the same spot you might expect a bit of 
bedlam. But in fact the local Katherine fellers had 
worked out three different route sheets so that at the 
end of the morning everyone had visited the same 
sights but would get there via different routes and in 
different order, so you actually had to follow your 
route sheet rather than follow someone else, and 
when you saw another car with Rejex stickers, you 
couldn’t be sure if you were going the wrong way, 
or they were going the wrong way or you both were 
lost. 
But Saturday arvo it was back to motorkhana 
stuff. And with 4 routines going at once there 
wasn’t much waiting in line for your turn. You 
were given the diagrams of the sections at the start 
of the day so you could study them with passion 
and get them burnt indelibly into your mind. That 
sounds great in theory but once you pull into the 
starting gate your self confidence seems to evapo-
rate. You see all those witches hats out there just 

Above: Iain Locke's totally stock and original FX Holden  
made you feel good just watching it. And the sounds com-
ing from under the bonnet brought back such good 
memories. No hydraulic tappets here just good vibes. 
Iain  searched for quite a while before he found an origi-
nal example.  He came by it when an Adelaide Holden 
dealer, United Motors, were downsizing their collection. 
They had been Holden dealers right from the start in 
1948. At the same sale they had a HR Premier that had 
only 1700 miles on the clock. It was the actual car that 
appeared in the new car brochure back then. The price 
on it was $25000 which was probably a good price but 
Iain  wanted a car that he could use, not a showpiece that 
sits in the shed. As you can see in the photo, he is using it 
with gusto. It puts a smile on his face too! 

Droopz’ FJ contrasts with Iain’s in that it looks 
totally uncared for but it has a shiny  later model 
straight 6 under the bonnet and is running a 
turbo. Its still all Holden though. 



don’t seem to look the same as the map layout you 
have been studying. Shirley, my navigator, tells me 
to go slowly and we won’t get lost. But to me any-
way, going slow is not an option. That just wouldn’t 
be much fun. Frustrating even. After all this is a rac-
ing car under us! At least I shouldn’t lose Shirley 
this year as I added a couple of safety features to the 
car this year (I did almost lose her last year as there 
wasn’t anything for the passenger to hold on to and 
she isn’t tall enough to put her feet out and shove 
herself hard into the seat).  
How hard can you drive a 
1915 model car? Certainly not 
as fast as a modern perform-
ance car or any small modern 
car where the driver wants to 
keep his time down, but it 
does go remarkably well and 
sits totally flat round the cor-
ners, plus with a little bit of 
juice you can get those rear 
wheels spinning on the bitu-
men which gets the rear end 
sliding out and gets you point-
ing in the new direction you 
are after. Just totally good fun. 
There were a couple of dis-
agreements between driver 
and navigator during the first 
couple of routines but as my brain wore down over 
the two days I sometimes had absolutely no idea 
where to go, and the problem then was how was she 
supposed to get the message to me to go this way or 
that when she couldn’t point (she was too busy hold-
ing on) and she could yell, but I couldn’t hear her 
over the racket the car was making. It must have just 
been the vibes because I believe we only got one 
witches hat wrong the whole weekend. Whatever. 
We had a ball. So did everyone 
there. 
Quite a lot of the cars sported two 
numbers on the side. These cars 
had two drivers entered. One 
driver would do the course then 
swap drivers and the other would 
do the same course. And what I 
thought was really great was the 

Top: Hot looking 1600 VW . Looks like its doing 
100mph when its standing still.  
Above: Emily Hunt.is the pilot of the VW. At just 11 
years old she sometimes sits forward a bit  for a 
better view over the bonnet. There are 2 numbers 
on the door, the other  is for her brother , 16 years 
old Dick Hunt. Mum bought the car just a couple of 
weeks  ago for this event. She always wanted one 
anyway. The whole family were driving something 
although most of the time it was  a Holden. Great! 

Geoffrey Hunt was driving his 
dads 454 V8 powered FX Holden 
instead of his Commodore V6 
powered EK Holden. Why? You 
just cant beat cubic inches! 
Dad (Geoff Hunt) was also driv-
ing the FX when he could get 
young Geoffrey  out of the drivers 
seat. 



number of juniors out there. A really neat looking 
yellow VW that really looked like it meant busi-
ness, and with two numbers on the side contained 
brother and sister, Dick and Emily Hunt. Dick is 
16, Emily just 11 years old. She had to sit a bit for-
ward in the seat to see over the steering wheel. 
Early in the event she would come out of the 
gate ever so slowly and drive very smoothly 
around the course but I did see her very delib-
erately run right over a witches hat, right 
smack in the middle of the bumper. And a bit 
later she headed off the course and into the 
long grass. Obviously a problem with the navi-
gator (Dick wasn’t navigating at this stage, the 
navigator remains nameless) By the end of the 
weekend Emily was cruising around quite con-
fidently (and missing the witches hats)  
And there were cars at this event covering just 
about every genre you could name. The newest 
car was 2 weeks old and hasn’t been in for its 
1000 km first service yet. There were 
your average commuter cars, Japa-
nese high performance cars, classic 
cars and old cars. Holdens had to out-
number everything else by far, but 
some of those old Holdens were se-
verely modified with whacking big 
V8 engines and one FX was totally 
original, not repainted or modified in 
anyway. Some drivers drove slowly 
round the course making sure they 
got the witches hats in the right order 
and drove round them in the correct 
direction, others smoked the tyres up 
at the first turn with gravel dust and 
grass flying the whole way round. 
Tough luck if you ran over the odd 
witches hat or missed a couple alto-
gether. The big common denomina-
tor in this event was that everyone was having a 
ripper time. 

Serious stuff here, It’s the navigators job to tell the 
driver where to go. Literally. Noemi studies the 
map to guide Amie Hunt (driving ) round the 
course. 

Allan Fischer gets a good couple of inches of  
air below his back wheel. Lifting a wheel on 
the Morrie always puts a smile on your face. 



Dogs can navigate. Woof is left. Bark is right. 

That’s not dust folks. That’s tyre smoke! 



Yours truly lines up for a start. 
On the last routine it occurred to 
me that the old Ford brakes only 
act on the back wheels. That 
means I could do hand brakies 
using the foot brakes. I tried it 
on the last witches hat and it 
worked. Can those 100 year old 
wire wheels handle it? Maybe I 
might find out next year. 

Below: There was rocker cover 
racing during the evenings. No 
cheating the starter. This is  
serious stuff! 

Left: David George came as 
the winner of the Olympic bob 
sled team. Before you could 
blink he was grabbed and  
dumped complete with his 
bobsled (a mechanics 
creeper) onto a convenient 
row of tables and with a bit of 
a shove did a very fast lap of 
the course. Revelers had a 
split second to get their drinks 
and cameras off the course. 

Sat night had the theme of Olympics. 
Wilco and Mary Louise went right back to 
the start of it all in Roman times.  



This is what it is all about. Just fol-low those arrows at your own chosen speed. 

Sometimes there were a few gremlins but they always got sorted. 





The Motor Vehicle Enthusiasts Club 
extends it’s thanks to 

Shannons Insurance 
For it’s continued support for 

the club 

Free stuff 
 

Get your free ads in here 
Give stuff away, sell stuff, get information, find 
a lover. Got a story to sell? Whatever you like. 

Email Ted at longtelescope@gmail.com 
Or phone 89886049 

 
Deadline…. The end of the month. 

Previous editions 
All previous editions of Transmission are now 

available at mvec.weebly.com 

1950  JAVELIN  JOWETT   

Club Rego  $6.000  ONO 

Phone  MARK   89881268. 

Wrecking HJ61 TOYOTA LANDCRUISER WAGON 
 

Peter 0408 939 370 
 

1936 MORRIS 8/40 UTE 

Restored  $10, 000 .    ONO 

Phone    MARK   89881268. 

Repairs mistakes and blunders                         
Reproduced  from the Rockauto newsletter 
I have always been a DIY person, always willing 
to try something new. I enjoy a good challenge, 
and I use my experiences to help teach science, 
from internal combustion to Newton's Laws and 
friction. I have had many cars, and all of the 
quirks that go with them. The worst mistake I 
ever made was on the easiest car to work on. 
I was stationed in Hawaii in the early '90s. I had 
the perfect island car, a 1974 Super Beetle: 1776 
cc motor, dual 40 mm carburetors, perfect body, 
completely rebuilt, loads of fun to drive. The 
high torque (relatively speaking) of the motor 
had twisted off the motor/transmission mount 
again, so 30 minutes later, I had the engine out 
to swap in new mounts. I put it all back together 
like I had many times before, only to have a hor-
rible racket coming from the engine on startup. I 
ended up having a ruined head and piston that 
had me running all over O'ahu for weeks to find 
replacements. 
Apparently, during the 30 minutes the carbure-
tors were off, my three year old son/helper/
shadow Josh decided to help daddy by dropping 
a magnetic torx screwdriver bit into the open 
intake port. It got chomped by the head and pis-
ton, leaving a perfect star imprint in the ruined 
piston and the soft aluminum head. 
Josh remembers the "bug-car" in Hawaii but 
doesn't remember the incident. Ironically, he is 
currently spending his summer in South Carolina 
in Basic Training to become a light-wheel vehi-
cle mechanic for the Army.  
Thanks, 
Ted in Illinois  



WOTS ON THIS YEAR 
Come along and enjoy! 

On the 2nd Wed of every month there is a members meeting at the hangar 7.30 pm plus bbq beforehand. 
Also there is a working bee at the hangar the following Sunday.      

    
  
4th Sept Open day for Fathers day. Bring in your cars n stuff to show off! 
10 Sept Batchelor are having a car show at their markets. Here is a chance to go for a beaut drive 

to something different that hasn't been done before. No prizes or humbug, just a chance to dis-
play your stuff somewhere it has never been seen before. Please indicate your intention to at-
tend so we can advise Batchelor how much room to allocate. 

 Advise Ted 89886049 or longtelescope@gmail.com 
24 Sept Distinguished gentleman’s ride.  
 http://www.gentlemansride.com/sponsor/country/australia?ride_id=283 
 http://www.gentlemansride.com/launchvideo 
 
29 Oct Katherine show n shine 

Stuff on the net 
 

Yet another collection of old movies http://www.tvraaca.org/oldmovies.htm#movie 
 
Remember Golden Fleece petrol stations? Check out this! 
 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=XxmTuUq6i74 

 So they loaded up Jack's minivan and headed south.  
 After driving for a few hours, they got caught in a terrible blizzard.  
They pulled into a nearby farm and asked the attractive lady who answered the door if they could spend the 
night. 
'I realize it's terrible weather out there and I have this huge house all to myself, but I'm recently widowed,' 
she explained. 'I'm afraid the neighbours will talk if I let you stay in my house. 
Don't worry,' Jack said. 'We'll be happy to sleep in the shed, and if the weather breaks, we'll be gone at first 
light. 'The lady agreed, and the two men found their way to the shed and settled in for the night. 
Come morning, the weather had cleared, and they got on their way.  
They enjoyed a great weekend of skiing. 
But about nine months later, Jack got an unexpected letter from an attorney.  
 It took him a few minutes to figure it out, but he finally determined that it was from the attorney of that 
attractive widow he had met on the ski weekend. 
He dropped in on his friend Bob and asked, 'Bob, do you remember that good-looking widow from the 
farm we stayed at on our ski holiday up north about 9 months ago? 
'Yes, I do.' said Bob 
'Did you, errr, happen to get up in the middle of the night, go up to the house and pay her a visit? 
'Well, um, yes!, Bob said, a little embarrassed about being found out, 'I have to admit that I did.' 
'And did you happen to give her my name instead of telling her your name?' 
Bob's face turned beet red and he said, 'Yeah, look, I'm sorry, cobber, I'm afraid I did.' 'Why do you ask?' 
'She just died and left me everything.' 

Jack decided to go skiing with his mate, Bob. 


